IN THE QARA MOUNTAINS

just before the harvest, when a cow is led round the crops
and slaughtered, the blood drained into the irrigation
ducts and scraps of flesh cast amongst the standing corn.

The wooded hills bright with the tropical sun towered
above our pool where we sat in the balmy air and listened
to the birds' loud singing in the valley. A herd of cows
grazed contentedly on the opposite bank. There, too, was
a black and almost naked woman surrounded by her
friends, and combing her shaggy locks, her reflection
dancing in the water, while another woman lay in her
midday sleep under a neighbouring tree.

When asked for milk, an African slave girl tripped across
to us with a large bowlful, and received a lewd greeting
from my mountain guide. She told us that the other
women were her mistresses, the wives of a local Saiyid,
who owned the cattle and would himself shortly arrive.
From her we also learned that my supposed Qarowi was
not of the Qara, as he said, but a ShaharL

Such lying is typical of these mountain folk whom the
plainsmen accuse, with reason, of inability to tell the
truth. *If there is a thing they do better than lying, it is
stealing/ said the Wali to me. They are expert, incorrigible
thieves, brother steals from brother, father from son, and
a boy that shows no aptitude is suspect - his manliness is
despaired of. For the intended victim to report to govern-
ment a thief caught in the act would be treachery* If the
victim catches the robber then they compact a double
requital. Judicial disputes may be brought to government,
but never a petty theft; this in contrast with the Badawin*
to whom petty larceny is abominable. Yet an open raid
upon camels is no reproach, not being sneaking theft*, but
act of war, by men prepared to deal death and to suffer it
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